ly. Suddenly, a couple of sentences made me prick up
my ears. I listened closely now, afraid to miss a word. But
the more I listened the less I understood. The transmission
was being delivered from a place., the whereabouts of which
I could not determine. As I listened I became conscious of
a queer feeling that the fine, ringing voice of the speaker
was coming not from the present, but from the future. I heard
a wonderful story, told in a now slyly-humorous and now art-
lessly-naive tone, almost in the manner of ancient authors,
about a land of the future that evidently spread out around
the speaker.
"... What can be done with the realm of the marmot.
The place, open to the four winds, seemed to be carpeted
with felt. If a traveller were to walk over this felt carpet
only one shadow would be thrown, the shadow of the trav-
eller. We suppose that the traveller carried his drinking
water with him, in a flask, or soldier's water bottle. The
narrow, deep wells looked like boreholes, and they were
so rare that they were especially marked on the map.
Birds of passage, on meeting this land, rose higher in their
flight.
"This land flourished for about three months, and after
bringing forth sparse oats, ankle high, a litter of red foxes,
and some bushes called earners thorn, it withered like an
old dame, conscious of having made a great effort; it became
covered with angry wrinkles, and for a long time was frozen
as hard as stone by winter's frost.
"A hard, stinted, and yet extravagant existence!
"And so, we changed the climate. It was necessary also
to change the landscape to one that contrasted less with
the natural requirements of human eyes.
"Among us were some who favoured the wide and open
spaces of the steppes and others who loved woodland. It
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